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Summary: When you work with someone for so long, things eventually 
change . . . 


1. Turning Points 1 - Dance Class 

Author's Notes: More random insanity caused by boredom! No epileptic 
seizure warning this time. Just read, enjoy, and please review. 

"And... Step two three, one two three, step two three... Come on, 
gentlemen, you can do better than that!" 

"Jesse, this is humiliating... why do I have to take a dance class?" 

"James, be quiet and listen to the instructor!" 

"Step two three... Hold her hand, young man!" 

James blushed bright red and took Jesse's hand in his. "She's worse 
than Jessebelle, " he muttered. 

"Oh, be quiet!" Jesse said. "Ow!" She pulled back when he stomped on 
her foot again. 

"I'm no good at this, Jesse," James said, looking at her 
pathetically. "Can we please go home?" 

"I paid for these dance lessons, and you're going to take them!" 

"But why?" 

"Because it might give you some decent coordination!" 

"But Jesse..." he whined. 



"Be quiet and dance!" 


"And... Step two three, one two three, step two three... 


2. Turning Points 2 - Night Dance 

Yes, Dance Class was short. No, I was not on any type of drugs. I was 
simply in a computer class and bored senseless. Same thing for Red 
and Black. 

><br>I'm back in a computer class with nothing to do. Maybe this will 
have enough of an inkling plot to make up for those little pieces of 
insanity? 

><br>Rocket shippy ! 

><br> (Sorry, Koji, for my choice of song.) 

><br>~~Unt it led (Dance Class Follow-up) ~~ 

><br>You can dance now, can't you? 

><br>"Well ..." 

><br>Prove it. Let's dance, James. 

><br>"It's dark. It's too cold." 

><br>All the more reason to dance. We can keep warm. 

><br>"Alright ..." 

><br>{Out here in the quiet of the night...} 

><br> { Beneath the stars...} 

><br>{And moon. . . } 

><br>It really is beautiful out tonight, isn't it? 

><br>"Yes... (But not the sky...)" 

><br>{We both know we've got something on our minds...} 

><br>{We won't admit...} 

><br>{But it's true..} 

><br>You're quiet. 

><br>"I have to concentrate to dance." 

><br>{You look at me,} 

><br>{I look awa-a-ay . . } 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feelin'}<br> 

>{But I don't know how to start }<br> 

>{I wanna tell you but now I'm afraid}<br> 

>{That you might break my heart. }<br> 

>{0h how can anything so easy}<br> 

>{Ever be so hard to do?}<br> 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feeling and to say that...}<br> 

>{I love you...}<br> 

> James . . . ?<br> 

> " Yes ? " <br> 

>..I.. Oh, nevermind ... <br> 

>{I practice all the things that I could say...}<br> 

>{Line by line,}<br> 

>{Every word. . }<br> 

>{I tell myself: }<br> 

>{ Today could be the day.}<br> 

>{But every time,}<br> 

>{I lose my nerve. . }<br> 

>{I look at you,}<br> 

>{You look awa-a-ay } <br> 

>" Jesse? "<br> 

>Hm?<br> 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feelin'}<br> 

>{But I don't know how to start }<br> 

>{I wanna tell you but now I'm afraid}<br> 



>{That you might break my heart. }<br> 

>{0h how can anything so easy}<br> 

>{Ever be so hard to do?}<br> 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feeling and to say that...}<br> 
>{I love you...}<br> 

> " I . . . " <br> 

>..What is it?<br> 

> {Why . . } <br> 

>{Why do you turn away?}<br> 

>{It must be}<br> 

>{That you're afraid}<br> 

> { Like me . . } <br> 

> { I try . . } <br> 

>{But I can't pretend that I}<br> 

>{Don't feel for you,}<br> 

>{The way I do.}<br> 

>{Can't you see?}<br> 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feelin'}<br> 

>{But I don't know how to start }<br> 

>{I wanna tell you but now I'm afraid}<br> 

>{That you might break my heart. }<br> 

>{0h how can anything so easy}<br> 

>{Ever be so hard to do?}<br> 

>{I wanna tell you what I'm feeling and to say that...}<br> 
>{I love you...}<br> 

>"... Goodnight , Jesse... (I can't tell her. . . ) "<br> 
>Goodnight, James... (I wonder what's wrong?) <br> 

> . . . <p><p> 


End 
f ile . 



